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The Spaghetti Incident? 


Author's Notes: 
| know the title is a GnR album but it was so fitting.. 


In hindsight, he should have taken John out for dinner but of course he thought it would be nicer to eat at 
home. He knew John didn't like crowded places and being bugged by fans and all the attention and Josh could do 
without all that as well, therefore a quiet dinner at his place sounded like a great idea for a date. Because this 
was a date and it was their first. Sure, they had slept together already but they had not really done the 
dating game. It wasn't anything that John seemed keen on and Josh was non-conventional and easy going about 
the whole thing but he also wanted to try to make things smooth and cozy with John and show he cared for 


him and in his mind, a dinner invitation was a good way to start. 


And so now, there he was, standing in his kitchen, unsure about what to do next. There was only one person he 


could ask for advice at that point. 


He unlocked his phone and scrolled through his contacts till he reached the one he needed. Mom. He took a deep 
breath and pushed on the call icon. 


The line rang only twice before his mother picked up. 
"Josh, what a nice surprise! How are you?" 

"Good, mom. Great. You?" 

‘lm fine, thank you." 

"Do you have a minute? | need to ask you something.’ 
"Sure, sweetie. What do you need?" 

"Stop calling me sweetie, mom. l'm 26 and l'm a guy." 
"Of course, honey.” 


Josh rolled his eyes at his mom's usual terms of endearment but refrained from commenting further. He had 
other important things to ask her. 


"So.. | need a little bit of advice about cooking something." 
"Cooking?" 
"Yeah, like.. | have someone coming over tonight and | planned to cook dinner and." 


‘Oh my god! Josh, you're cooking for a date? You have a girlfriend coming for dinner? This is so nice of youl,” 


his mom exclaimed. 


Josh had not bothered to tell his parents that he was more interested in guys than girls. Not that he was 
foreseeing any issue with that since his parents were open-minded and tolerant but he just didn't want to 
have to talk about his private life with them if he could avoid it, whether it was about men or women. He 
knew that he would not be able to postpone the talk forever and also that when he'd tell his parents, his mom 
would have tons of candidly inappropriate questions in store. 


Tonight was not the right moment to inform her that his date in question was not with a girl of his age but a 
recovering heroine addicted male who was nine years older. He loved his mom but she could be a bit too much 
sometimes. 


"Mom... It's not that, it's..." Josh started but his mom did not let him finish. 


"IFs ok, Joshy. You don't have to tell us who it is. And | won't tell your father you have someone and it's 


getting serious. | mean, | have never seen you do anything more than pour milk into a bowl for cereals so if 


you want to cook for her, it means she is that special someone, right?" 

Josh face palmed and moved the phone away from his face so his mother wouldn't hear him sigh. He should 
have obviously thought of a pretty intricate and believable lie about why he needed cooking advices before 
calling his mother and blurting out that he was preparing dinner for someone but now it was too late. 


"Mom, please.. Anyway.. | am cooking pasta So.. Anything | should know?" 


"Well. It is fairly simple. You just need to cook the pasta in water. The package will say how long they have to 


cook for." 

It says 8 minutes.” 

"Ok, perfect. Then while you cook the pasta, you should prepare some sauce on the side, to serve it with." 

"| have bought tomato sauce in a jar," Josh said. 

"So you just need to reheat the sauce in a pan, make sure you don't burn it” 

Cook the pasta, heat up the sauce, don't burn it. | can do this, Josh thought. 

"| also bought shrimps to put with the pasta and the sauce." 

"Oh, very good. It is going to be tasty. Shrimps cook very fast, just a few minutes, you can prepare them on 
the side too, and when everything is cooked, you serve it together. The pasta, then you pour sauce on top and 
then the shrimps." 

“Alright, it's fine, it's easier than | thought, so I'm good. Thanks, mom." 

"You're welcome, Josh. | hope you have a nice dinner and date. And let me know if she liked it” 


‘| will, say hi to dad from me, bye." 


Josh hung up, reassured that this would be easy and there was no reason to worry about anything. After all, 
most people on the planet cooked, so it must not be that difficult, he concluded. 


The guitarist walked back in his kitchen about an hour later. He had told John to come over around 1 o'clock It 


was now 6:30 pm so he decided it was time to start cooking the dinner. 


He lined up all the ingredients on the kitchen counter. A pack of pasta, a jar of sauce, grated cheese and a pack 
of shrimps which he just took out from the fridge. He looked under the sink in the cupboard and found a big 
pan and a small pan There were no other pans and he needed a third one. He didn't know he had only two. 


Frankly speaking, he didn't even remember when he bought them and last used them. If he would have a warm 


meal at home, it was usually take-away or a microwave reheated dish. 
The microwave.. 


There was the solution to replace the third missing pan. One of the ingredients would be cooked in the 


microwave. 


He dismissed the idea of cooking spaghetti in there. He just had a hunch that it wouldn't be a good idea. So 
when faced with the dilemma of either cooking shrimps or reheating the sauce, he chose to use the 
microwave for the sauce. Another hunch. He was getting confident he was going to be pretty good at this in 
the end. 


Josh picked the pot of sauce and looked at the label, just in case. It didn't say that you shouldn't microwave it 
so that was alright. Josh was about to put the jar in the microwave when he paused and looked at it again 
Perhaps he had to open it first. That turned out to be an unexpectedly difficult task. Despite his best efforts, 
and all his muscles at work, Josh couldn't open the jar. It seemed like the lid was glued to the glass jar. It was 
impossible to unscrew it open. He tried with his right hand first and then also with the left, to no avail. He 
didn't really have any bright idea on how to progress from there because he had already ruled out going to 
his neighbor to ask him to open the lid for him. Josh wasn't your typical macho man but still, he had a 
minimum of pride. He had also dismissed the second alternative which could have been to wait till John arrive 
and ask him to open it for him. Josh closed his eyes and imagined the scene in his head. Nah. Even worse. Not 
happening. 


Before hitting rock bottom level of annoyance at himself because of a stupid tomato sauce jar, Josh figured 
that the heat would loosen the lid and make it easier to open. Wasn't that a physics rule he remembered from 
high school? Something to do with solids and dilatation laws? 

Who was he kidding? He never listened to anything in science classes. 

Maybe that was why he couldn't open the lid, though. It was probably meant to be heated up first. The heating 
power of the microwave would help unscrew the lid. Without wondering any further, Josh placed the closed 
glass jar in the microwave for a five-minute cooking time at the highest setting and pushed the start button. 
He then proceeded to fill the big pan with water, opened the spaghetti pack and threw the pasta in it before 
putting the lid back on and moving the whole thing on his stove, turning the cooking setting to maximum since 
it was supposed to boil. 

Josh set the timer on his phone for eight minutes. 


So far, so good. 


The only tricky part was cooking the shrimps, he thought. Josh poured the content of the seafood bag into the 
smaller pan. He remembered that his mother said they would not take long to cook so he put the pan on the 


stove but didn't turn on the heat for those yet. He would do so when the pasta would be half-way through 


their cooking time, in about four minutes. 


Josh was of course oblivious to the fact that the spaghetti would take eight minutes to cook once they would 
have been plunged into boiling water and that you were not supposed to put them in cold water and cook them 
this way, just like he didn't know that he had bought cooked shrimps, since they were pink already, and he was 
therefore not supposed to cook them again, which would only make them chewy like old pieces of rubber. 
These would anyway end up being minor details compared to the oncoming microwave disaster he wasn't 


prepared for. 


Josh was watching a music video on his tablet at the bar of his kitchen when he heard unusual noises coming 


from behind. He turned around and noticed they were coming from the microwave. 


The guitarist got closer to see if the sauce was overheating. This is when he heard a loud thump - which 
startled him somewhat - followed by the ominous sound of glass shattering. The microwave digital display 
didn't indicate how much time was left for cooking, it simply read "ERROR". 


Josh approached carefully and pondered whether he should even open the microwave door. It was very much 
reminiscent of a cliché horror movie. You know you shouldn't open the door but you still have an urge to do 


So. 


As he did, and despite the inside mess in the microwave, he got hit by the oddly appetizing smell of hot 
tomato sauce. The smell, however, was the only appetizing thing in the whole scene. The inside of the appliance 
looked like the set of a gore movie, with red thick liquid coating the whole inside. The leftover sauce, which 
included small bits of glass from the exploded jar, was dribbling down from the open microwave door onto his 
shoes and on the floor. And then right in the middle of the microwave, he saw the lid of the jar, mocking him 
as it lay in the middle of the tomato bloodbath. 


Well, that loosened the lid alright, he thought to himself. Shit. 


After the apocalyptic sight had sunk in, Josh realized that besides fucking up his microwave and making a 


mess he would have (and hate) to clean later on, now he had no sauce for the dish. 

He quickly went to look in his pantry but didn't see anything else that could pass for tomato sauce. He had 
eaten pasta with other sauces though in the past. What were they? How did you do them? Or did he have 
enough time to run to the store and buy some more before John arrived? Could he maybe do something else 
to accompany the spaghetti and the shrimps? 

The shrimps! 


He had forgotten to start cooking them. 


Josh quickly glanced at the pan which was a bit overflowing with too many shrimps - which now wasn't a bad 


thing because without sauce, they would be hungrier and eat more shrimps - and turned the heat on for 


those. 
He didn't want to call his mother back but he knew it would probably be more efficient to have a quick chat 
with her than to google how to cook pasta sauce, which would most likely anyway bring him back to tomato 


sauce recipes. 


Reluctantly, he went to the living room and picked up his phone. He dialed back her number and waited no more 


than a few seconds because she picked immediately. 

"Josh, hello.. Again" 

"Hi, mom. Sorry to bother you again.” 

"You never bother me, sweetie, come on. So how is the dinner preparation coming along?" 


"Good.. Like, it's no big deal. But | just was thinking.. If we don't put tomato sauce on the pasta, what else could 


we put?," Josh asked with his most innocent and casual voice. 

"You changed your mind?" 

"Well. I'm thinking what if we want something else. We can do pasta with just shrimps, right?" 

‘OF course, but usually there is another sauce then. A good Alfredo sauce would be very tasty with shrimps." 
Oh right, he had read that pasta dish name on merus in restaurants before. 

"And what's that sauce?" 

‘It's a creamy cheese sauce.. Sometimes it has white wine in it too." 

"So | could do that instead? | mean if we hypothetically choose not to use the tomato sauce." 

Josh cringed at his own choice of words. Why did he even say that? It must have sounded way off. 


If you have the ingredients, sure, but it is more preparation, and you would need a recipe for the quantities. It 
is probably best to stick to tomato sauce, Josh." 


Yeah, except that right now, he could not really stick to tomato sauce. Rather, the tomato sauce was sticking 
to his microwave and floor and he just noticed he must have stepped in it because he could see red soles and 
foot marks walking back and forth between his kitchen and his living room from when he went to grab his cell 


phone a few minutes ago. 


"Shit.," he let out, not paying attention to the fact that he was still on the phone with his mother. 
"Josh?" 

Oops. 

"Sorry, mom. | wasn't talking to you. 

"Is everything ok?" 

"Yeah, | just dropped something on the floor in the kitchen, that's nothing, I'l clean that up. 


"Yes, you don't want your kitchen to be all messy if your girlfriend walks in and helps you with the dishes 


when you are done." 

"lm not gonna make her do the dishes, mom." 

"I know, honey. You are so nice, but if she offers, which would be the polite thing to do when you're invited to 
someone's home and they cook for you, she might come in and still help you. You have a dishwasher, don't 
you?" 

"Yes, alright, listen." 


"Sweetie, don't be nervous, it will be all fine and delicious, I'm sure. You can never go wrong with a pasta dish." 


The guitarist had to somehow tell his mother he had to go now in order to finish the dinner and thats when 


all hell broke loose. 


Simultaneously Josh started to smell something burning, saw smoke flying up from the shrimps pan and his 
smoke detector alarm went off. Of course, he was still on the phone when all this happened and he somehow 
thanked whoever up there for the loud alarm sounds which were covering his mother's likely panicked 


questions on the line. 

"I gotta go, mon," is all he managed to say before hanging up and shoving his phone in his pants pocket. 

So now what? 

He grabbed the pan and put it in the sink, running some cold water all over the shrimps to cool them down and 
stop the smoke. Next thing he needed to do was to grab the small ladder that was in his pantry to reach up 


to the detector on the ceiling and turn it off. 


In the kitchen disaster commotion, Josh hadn't paid attention to the eight-minute timer alarm of his phone 


which went off as well. 


When silence returned, Josh moved the ladder away and open the window to get the burnt shrimp smell out. 
He had a peek in the sink and pondered whether he should try to rescue a few unburnt crustaceans but they 
didn't look very appealing anymore, all soaked up in the sink water that didn't drain because the bottom of the 


pan was resting on the sink hole. 


The doorbell rang. Josh checked his watch and saw it was just a few minutes after 6:30. John was there, way 
too early. OF fucking course. 


There was no time to clean up or hide the giant mess he had made. His kitchen didn't have any door. It was 
directly connected to his living room so short of dragging John to his bedroom right away, which was of 
course a possibility and probably not something that John would refuse, he'd have some explaining to do. 
Josh went to open his front door and invited John in with an awkward smile. 

“Hi” 

"Hey there. | brought you the dessert," John said as he handed over a box to Josh who looked surprised. 


“Oh? Thanks." 


Josh hadn't thought about dessert but it was a good thing John did because at least they would have 


something to eat for the evening. 


John was wearing a dark suit jacket with a dress white shirt and a tie, albeit with long shorts and red tennis 
shoes, but still, he was dressed up. 


“What's the occasion?" 
“You invited me for dinner. What else?" 


"Yeah, sure.. About that..." Josh started but didn't continue when he saw John make a funny face and move 
his nose like a rabbit in order to try to identify the peculiar smoky smell flowing out of the kitchen area. 


“What did you cook?" 
“Don't even ask," Josh replied. 


John cocked an eyebrow and turned to his right to walk towards the kitchen. Josh rushed in front of him, 
trying to prevent him from moving further. 


“Don't go in there!" 


“Why not?," John asked as he stepped around Josh and went closer to the kitchen area. 

Once he was close enough to see better, he stopped and crossed his arms over his chest, taking in the view of 
the red foot prints on the ceramic floor tiles, the pan handle sticking out of from the sink, various spoons and 
other utensils scattered on the counter next to the stove where a large pan was still cooking something, if 
judging by the boiling sounds that were escaping from it. John's eyes stopped scanning around when they met 


the redecorated inside of the microwave, whose door had been left open. 


John turned his puzzled gaze back towards Josh who was looking up at the ceiling - was there a spot of 


tomato sauce up there too or was he dreaming? - as if nothing had happened. 

“You know you're not supposed to put live animals in your microwave, right?," John joked as he approached the 
appliance closer to check what may have caused the red mess inside, noticing en passant a large number of 
tired-looking shrimps unappealingly floating in the sink. 


Josh didn't even answer John's smart-ass question and looked away towards the living room for an escape. 


“And you know there is still something cooking?," John asked while lifting the lid of the big pan to see what 
Josh had been preparing. 


‘The spaghettis!," Josh said 

The younger guitarist rushed inside the kitchen and looked into the pan There was almost no water left but 
the remaining low level of it was still boiling around an agglomerated mass of spaghetti that looked very much 
clustered together. 

"John, dont say anything, ok?," Josh told his friend with his most desperate face. 

John looked at him and then at the kitchen once more. 

"Don't worry. lm speechless already" 

"| know, | made a mess." 

"Yeah, but you made it for me. l'm flattered 


"l'm not a natural at cooking, it would seem" Josh added. 


"Is a good thing you're cute and you're a talented musician because your prospective career as housewife is 


not looking that good." 


“And.. What about my prospective plans as your date for tonight?" 


John grinned and looked Josh up and down. 


“Come here," John cooed as he grabbed the younger guitarist by the waist and pulled him flush against him. 


"You're all | need for dinner. 


John pushed Josh's hair out of his eyes and started to kiss him as they both walked back into the living room. 
They had just made it to the sofa when Josh's phone rang. John tried to push his hand away from his pocket 


to prevent him from picking up. 
“No, | have to take it.. It's my mom," Josh told him. 
“How do you know it's her calling? 


“The ring tone.. And | hung up on her earlier, during the final stage of the kitchen mess... I'll tell you what 
happened later." 


John rolled off from Josh and sat up to let his friend answer his phone. 


"Mom, hi.. Yes, it's ok.. No, I'm fine, l'm.. No. It's all ok, it wasn't anything... No, it wasn't the fire alarm. It was 
the smoke detector. No, | didn't have to call the firemen. It was nothing. l.. | know, l.. No, she wasn't here yet... 
She's not here now. No, she's.. Don't worry, don't... Don't call me like that, please.. No, she's coming, why not? 


She doesn't... 


John was looking at Josh and was quite entertained by how his friend seemed unable to maneuver out of the 
conversation with his mother. He couldn't hear what she was saying but Josh was obviously a bit embarrassed 
that he had to have this chat with her in front of John even though he had been the one insisting to pick up 
his phone. 


The older guitarist stood up to approach Josh who was standing in the middle of his living room holding the 
phone with one hand and moving the other as he was talking, or rather trying to talk in-between whatever his 
mother was saying. 

John sneaked behind Josh while he was talking. He started to kiss the back of his neck before sliding his hands 


in Josh's front pockets. Josh's usual baggy pants left ample room for John's hands to navigate down the 


bottom of the pockets and start to palm his crotch through the thin fabric of the pocket's lining. 
Josh let a mewling sound out when John began to touch him. 


He had managed to muffle it partially with his free hand but he could sense it was too dangerous to leave 
John play around with him while he was on the phone with his mother. 


“Mom, | gotta go now, its all under control, Josh said before gasping more silently under John's more insistent 


strokes. 
“Il call you tomorrow.. l. | will Ok... Byel," Josh concluded before cutting the line. “John, what are you doing?" 


“What does it look like I'm doing?, John chuckled. “And by the way, who is ‘she'?," John asked before resuming 
to plant kisses on Josh's neck. 


“Nobody. | told my mom | had a date tonight so she thought.. With a girl. | didn't want to start explaining 


more." 


“If | had known.. | would have worn a skirt tonight. | still have a few in my wardrobe, from my wild youth 


stage clothe era” 
"l'm starving," Josh said. "Do you wanna order a pizza or something?" 
John's mouth traveled from the side of Josh's neck to his ear. 


“| wanna blow you as starter, fuck your cute little ass as main dish and lick up your cum as dessert.. How 
does that three-course menu sound? John whispered. 


Josh was blushing. He couldn't hide the effects that John's dirty talk and agile fingers were having on his 


nether regions. 

“Sounds great, Josh sighed. 

He tilted his head on the side a little more to allow John more kissing space in that spot. He could feel John's 
kissing and nibbling getting more intense on his long neck and he knew he might end up with a few hickeys but 
he didn't care. Besides, if what John had just presented to him was tonight's menu, hickeys would probably 


count as small appetizers. 


After a little while, Josh disentangled himself from John's embrace. When he swirled and faced the older 


guitarist again, he bent his head down and nuzzled his face on John's shoulder. 
“Can | have my starter now? I'm really hungry," Josh said teasingly. 


John nodded, pushed him on the sofa and crawled over him. He started to undo Josh's pants and smiled 


mischievously when he pulled out Josh's already hard cock. 
“And just so you know for next time.. | always prefer meat to seafood," John said with a smirk. 


He licked his lips while he looked into Josh's eyes before leaning down and taking the younger guitarist's length 


in his mouth. 


Josh closed his eyes and let the warm feeling of John's mouth and tongue work their magic. At least he now 
knew what to serve John next time they'd plan a dinner evening at home and the bonus is that he wouldn't 


need his mother's advices for preparing that kind of meru... 


